TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
recited, " Being moderalle taken it sloweth Age, it
strengtheneth youth, it helpeth digestion, it cutteth
flegme, it lighteneth the mind, it quickeneth the spirits,
it cureth hydropsie." He struck the yielding air as
he brought his fist down with emphasis, " It pounceth
the stone, pounceth . . . 1" He jumped up and stretch-
ing his arms in front of him was ready to pounce as
he groped with his hands for an imaginary patient.
" It expelleth gravel, it pnffeth away all ventositie,
Hah, Golly 1 Why didn't we think of that ? All
ventositie ! It keepeth the weason from stifling,
the stomach from wambling. . * ."
" Isn't he the great . . . " the Citizen began.
But Vincent took the bottle and began to open it.
" The heart from swelling, the bile from wirching, the
guts from numbling."
" There is a lady present," Weary remarked.
" The hands from shivering, the bones from aking and
the marrow from soaking." Barney in his confusion hur-
riedly gabbled to the end of his piece from Holinshed.
" Was you ever in the rats ?" Jenny asked suddenly,
looking at no one in particular.
Barney immediately credited the question to Weary
and answered for him.
" Oh, no ! Ho, ho, no ! Weary is too careful.
He never gets beyond the mice."
Weary smiled wanly and enjoying Barney's turn,
inquired, " Can you give us the * Dies Suprema '?"
Barney was ready to oblige, well pleased at having
his flair for poetry recognised even by his best
friend.
" Ah, the Last Day ! Our last day, last night.
. . . ! Well.
On John Kidney who died of acute nephritis.
" You know the beginning, but this is the important
part:
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